r 
For de wa forxtravagant 1 
Moſt of her Subftance'{60n- he'd ſpencs 
And then left her in fa&Diftrets, 
Poor Lady ſhe was comfortlefs. 


This of a Ttuth I know fall well, 
The Lady — diſtracted fell; 
In taving Manner Day and Night. 
- She cries, My Joys are b quite. 


Bp I 2 
Oh! bring my Shpeherd unto me, 
Thar I his pretty Face may fee, 
| And I will be his lawful Bride, 
So raving mad the Lady dy'd 


This cauſed her Father to lament, 
So then he for the Shepherd ſent; 
And £:treld on him, as we hear, 
The Sum of fifry Pounds a Year, 


The Shepherd ftill no Reſt could find, 
But was tormented in his mind, 
At length it broke his tender Heart, 
Which part an end to all his ſmart. 


Sometimes Love is a pleaſant Thing, 
Sometimes it does great Croſſes bring; 
B this you ſee what Love can do,. 

4  Thereare but e Fax poke {ſs true. 
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